i44 


TbeTragedie ofs5\4acbetb. 


Nofc of Turkc,and Tartars lips : 

Finger ofEirch-ftrangled Babe, 

Ditch*deliuer 7 d by a Drab, 

Make the Grew ell thicke, and flab. 

Adde thereto a Tigers Cbawdron, 

For thTngredience of out Cawdron. 

AIL Double, double, toyle and trouble. 

Fire burnc,and Cauldron bubble- 
2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 

Then the Charme is firrtic and good, 

Enter Hecat^Andthe other three Witcher. 

Hec, O well done: I commend your paines, 

And euery one (hall fharc Fch'gaines s 
And now about the Cauldronfing 
Like Hues and Fairies in a Ring, 

Indenting all that you put in. 

Alufickeavda Song, SBkckt Spirits ^ ($+c. 
% By the pricking of my Thumbes, 

Something wicked this way comes: 

Open Lockes, who euerknockes. 

Enter Macbeth* 

Mach ,How now you fecret,black,& midnight Hags? 
What isYyou do? 

AIL A deed without a name, 

Macb, I comureyou* by that which yon ProfclTe, 
(How ere you come to know it) aofwer me : 

Though you yntyc the Windes^ and let them fight 
Againft che Churches: Though theyefty Wanes 
Confound and fwaliow Navigation vp; 

Thoughbladed Come be lodg'dTices blown downe, 
Though Caftlcs topple on their Warders heads: 
Though Pall aces, and Pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their Foundations; Though the treafure 
OfNaturea Germaine, tumble altogether, 

Euen till deftruAiou ficken: Anfwer me 
To what laske you* 

1 Speake. 

2 Demand. 

3 Wce*i anfwer, 

i Say } if tlVhadft rather Ueare it from our mouthes. 

Or from our Matters. 

Mscb. Call cm : let me fee ’em. 

X Powre in Sowet blood-, that hath eaten 
Her nine Barrow: Grcaze that 1 * lweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame* 

AIL Come high or fow: 

Thy Selfe and Oifice dtaftly fliow. Thunder . 

1 * Apparstion^n Armed Head, 
Jtitsb. Tell me, chouvnknowne power. 

i Heknowes thy thought: 

Hearc his fpeech, but Lay thou nought. 

x Ajfipar. Macbeth^ Macbeth^ Macbeth: 

Beware Macd&jfe, 

Beware the Thane ofFifc \ difmiffe me. Enough. 

HeSDefcends, 

Mack What ere thou art,for thy good caution, thanks 
Thou haft harp’d my fcare aright, Butone word more* 
j He will not be commanded; heerc's another 
More potent then the fit ft* , Thunder. 

2 Apparition t a Bloody Chi/de . 

% Appar, xJMacbeth^ Macbeth^ Macbeth. 

Alack Had 1 three cares, Il’d heart thee, 
t Appar, Be bloody, bold,& refoluce: 


Laugh to fcorne _ _ r ._ r _. 

The powre °f man : For none of woman born* 

Shall harme Adacbeth, J! 

Mac. Then liue OfacduffiiYthtc need I 
otic yet lie make affurance: double fere arc °fweej 
And take a Bond ofFate: thou fhaltnot’liue 
That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies - * 3 
And fleepe in fpighc of Thunder. * 

3 Apparatim } a Childe frowned, with a 7 r* e • J^er 
What is this, that rifes like the iffueofa King * ,ts ^H 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soiteraignty ? 

All. Liften, but ipcakc not too’t, 

3 Appar. Be Lyon inccled, proud,and takeno^ 
Who chaies, who frets, or where Confpircrs are ■ 
Macbeth fhall ncuer vanquifir’d be, vniil] 

Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunfmane Hill 
Shall come againft him. n 

Macb. That will neiler bee : 

Who can impreffc the Forreft, bid the Tree 

Vnfixc his canh-boundRoot? Sweetboadmenr! L j 

Rebellious dead,life ncuer till the Wood : ^ 0o ^ : 
OfByrnan rife, and our high plac’d Macbeth 
Shall liue the Lcale of Nature,pay his breath 
To time, and rnurtall Cuftome, Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, if your Art 
Can tell lo much : Sii&U Basque s iflueeuer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

All. Seeks to know no more. 

Macb. I will befatisfied. Deny me this, 

And an eternall Curfe fall on you i Let me know,! 

Why finkes that Caldron i & what noife is thil? Hnk\ is 
X Shew. J ‘ 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew, 

All. Shew his Eyesjandgreevie hit Hart, 

Come like fhado wes, fo depart. 

Afoew of,tight King*} andTianqito laftpfitbagkjft 
in bis band. 

Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banqtto: Down; 
Thy Crowne do’s feare mine Eyc-bals. Andthyhaire 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like thefirft; 

A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 

Why do you fbew me this? ——A fourth ? Scan eyes J 
What will the Line ftrecch out to’tiVcrackeofDoome? 
Another yet ? A feauenth?Ilefcenomore: 

And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glaffe, 

Which fhewes me many more: and feme I fee, 

That two-fold Ealks r and trebbic Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight: Now I fee'tis true. 

For the Blood-bo! ter’d Banqm fmiles vpon me, 

And points at them for his. What? is this fo ? 

i ISir,allthUisfe, Bucwhy 
Stands (JMacbetb thus amaxcdly ? 

Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights, 

And Chew the beft of our delight*. 

He Charme the Ay re to giuc a found. 

While youperforme your Antique round: 

That this great King may kindly fay. 

Our duties, did his welcome pay. 

The Witches Danceptndvatiijb, 
tJHae 6 , Where are they ? Gone i 
Let this pernicious houre. 

Stand aye accurfed in the Kafender. 

Come in, without there. 

Lenox. What’s your Graces will 


Mttfck' 


Enter Unex. 


Mid.' 
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'^TSaw you the Weyard Sifters > 

Lenox. NomyLotd. 

tf A cb. Came they not by you ? 
unox. No indeed my Lord, 

\ltcb. Infe^ed be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
j ^junrt'd all chofe that cruft them, i did hears 
The whopping ofHorle. Who was’t came by ? 

1 tfw.Tis cwoorthreemy Lord^hatbrmg you word: 
Ucdtifi* fled to England, 
tied to England? 

lea. I,my good Lord, • 

j,f A cb. Time, thou anticipat’it my dread exploits? 
phi flighty purpofe neuer is o’re-tooke 
y B leflc the deed go with it. From this moment. 

The very fitftlings of my heart llhall be 

fhc fkftlings of my hand. And euen now 

To Crown my thoughts with Aclsrbe it thoght & done: 

ThcCaftleof Macdftf, l will Jkprize, 

Scite vpon Fife; giue to th’etige o'th'Sword 
His Wife, his Babes,and all Vnfcrcugatc Soules 
Thai trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Foole, 
This deed He do, before this putpoie coole, 

Bn: no more light*. Where arc thelc Gentlemen ? 

Come bring me where they are. Exetsnt 


Scernt Seam da. 


Enter Mdcdttjfcs f? r tfejber Smt^and Rejfe* 

mfe* What had he done,to make him fly the Land? 

fe* Youmuft haue patience Madam* 

Wife * He had none : 

His flight wasmadneffe; when our Aflions do not, 

Our fearcs do make vs Traitors* 

Refe* You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome^orhisfcare, 

IFtfc, Wifedom? to leaue his wifCjColeaue hisBabes a 
HiiMatifiofijandbis Titles, in a place 
Fiom vuhence himfelfe do’s Bye? Heloues vi not^ 

He wants the naturall touch. For the poors W ten 
(The moft dimmiriuc ofBirds) willfightj 
Her yong ones in her Neftjagainftthe Ovrie : 

Ail is the Fcare, and nothing h the Loue; 

As little is the Wifedooie^ where the flight: 

Soruimes againft all reafon, 

Roffe* My deereft Cooz T 
I pray youfciioolcyour felfc* But for your Husband^' 
He is Noble, Wife,ludicious^nd beft knowes 
Tbefics oWSeafon, I dare nor fpcake much further^ 

But aueliaic the times, when we are Traitors 
jAnd do not know our ichies : when w f e hold Rumor 
(From what wefcare^ yet know nor what we fcare t v 
BBtfloatevpona wildeand violent Sea 
Each way,and move. I take my kaueofyou: 

Shall netbe Long bur ik be heere againc; 

Things at the worti will ce^fe or clip dimbe vpward# 

To what ,i;hey were before. Mv pretty Cofine, 

Bkffing vpon you. - , 

Wife, Father’d he Is, 

And ye t bee’s Fathetvijdlc* 

"Rpfe. I am fonvucia^i Foole^fhould I ftay longer 
h would be iny difgrscc* u\d yfj^ 

I take my leaupat oucc* : Em 


Wife. Sirratyout Fathers dead, 

And what will you do now? How will you Hue? 

Son, As Birds do Mother* 
mfi. What with Wormes^ndFlyes? 

Son. With what I get I mcan^aud fo do they* 

Wife. Poore Bird* 

Thou’dft ncuer Fearc rheNet>nor Lime s 
The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fhould I Mother ? 

Poore Birds they are nor fet for s 
My Father is not dead for all your faying. 

Wife. YeSjheisdead : 

How wilt thou do for a Father? 

Son* Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife* Why I can buy me twenty at my Market* 

Son* Then youl by ’em to fell againe.’ 

Wife* Thou fpeakTt with all thy wit. 

And yec Tfaith with wit enough for thee* 

Son, Wasutiy Father a TraiEor A Mother h 
Wife. I, that he was. 

Son. What is a Traitor ? 

Wife . Why one that fwwes.and lye^ 

Son. AndheallTraitorsjthaedofo. 

Wife. Euery one that do’s fo ? is a Traftcr, 

And muft bt bang’d. 

Sen. And omft they all be bang’d^ that fwcat and lye? 
Wife, Euery one* 

$m* Who mu ft hang theme 
Wtfe. Why^thelioneftmcn* 

Sen. Then the Liars and Swearers are Foolsrfor there 
are Lyarsand Swearers enowj tobeatethe hone ft men, 
andhaugvptbecn. 

Wife, Now God helps thee, poore Monkie: 

Bui ho w wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son . If hewers dead, youl’d weepeforhim : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that 1 Ihould quickcly 
hauea new Father* 

Wife, Poore ptarier.how thou talk’ft ? 

Enters Meffinger, 

JMef BEeffe you fane Dame: 1 am not to you known. 
Though in your fbtc of Honor 1 am perfeft- 
I doubt fome danger do J s approach you iiecrcly. 

If you will take a homely mans a du'Cfi, 

Be not found hcere : Hence with your Iktleones 
Tofrighcyou thus. Me thinkes I am teofauage: 

To do worfc to yotr r were fell Cruelty^ 

Which is too me yoitrperfou. Heauen prfefcrue you, 

I dare abide no longer. Exit Mejfmgt? 

Wife & Whether ftiould I flye ? 

I have done no harme. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world: where to do harme A 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 

Do I put vp thac womanly defence^ 

To fay I haue done no hartne? 

What aicthefe faces ? 

Enter Mtmherers* 

AAnr, Where is your Husband ? 

Wfe m I hope in no place fo vnfarxSBfied^ 

Where luch as thou may’ft finde hinii 
Mur* He’s a Traitor* 

Son* 1 hmi ly'ft thou ffiagge^eafd VillaiMfl 7 
A4ur. What you Egge ? 

Y ong fry nf T rcachery ? 

Son. H ■ haY kilTd me Mother^ 

Run away I pray you. Exit crying Mmther* 

N n Scar* 








































































































